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So will not I.    You have .done me foolish wrong
And haply cast your fame for food to hounds
Whose teeth will strip it hour by hour more bare
Whereon they have gnawed before.

Queen.                                      What have I done ?

Speak.

Bothwell. Nay, I will, because you know not: hark,
You are even too simple and harmless ; being man's

wife.

Not now the first time, you should buy more wit
Though with less innocence; you have given a gift.
Out of your maiden singleness of soul
And eye most witless of misconstruing eyes,
Where you should not : this is strange truth to you,
But truth, God help us ! that man's horse who was
Your husband, and whose chattels, place, and name
Lie in my hold I think now lawfully
Whence none is like to wring them, have you given
Out of my hand to one of whom fame saith
That by the witness of a northland witch
He when I die must wed you, and my life
Shall last not half a year; for in your bed
Must lie two husbands after me, and you
Shall in your fifth lord's lifetime die by fire.
Now, being but third and least in worth of these,
I woilld not have you die so red a death,
But keep you from all fresh or fiercer heat
Than of my lips and arms; for which things' sake
I am not blithe, so please you, to behold
How straight this lay lord abbot of Arbroath